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Abstract
The skipper raised himself from the chair and studied the horizon through the small port hole.
His deep-set blue eyes were frozen in the weathered face, focusing on some infinitely distant point
out in the Pacific...
THE SKIPPER raised himself from the chair and studied the horizon through the small port hole. His deep-set 
blue eyes were frozen in the weathered face, focusing on 
some infinitely distant point out in the Pacific. The state-
room rocked gently under his feet. A lock of graying hair 
loosed itself and hung down over his wrinkled brow. He 
made no move to replace it, as his thoughts were trying to 
sift through the confusion of the past few days. He sighed 
and moved over to his desk, picked up his pen, and began 
to write. 
Dear Captain Valdez, 
I cannot tell you any more than I already have just how 
much our association has meant to me. When I reported to 
you as a newly-commissioned ensign for my first tour of duty, 
I was as obstinate as I could be. In short, I was one of those 
self-proclaimed "wonders" who knew it all before even ap-
pearing on the scene. I have you to thank for setting me 
straight. Ever since those days on the Rogers, you have 
helped me through many of my problems, and I sincerely 
appreciate it. Now I am the commanding officer of a war 
ship for the first time, and I'm finally beginning to realize 
what a taxing job it can be. 
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As you will recall from my last letter, I recently was pro-
moted to Commander, and given my first command, the USS 
Rowan DD 782. When I joined her three months ago, 
Rowan seemed like so many of the other destroyers I've 
served on throughout the years. She looked barely present-
able, and was hardly fit for a West-Pacific good-will cruise. 
I was compelled to start an almost feverish campaign to get 
her shipshape by sailing time two weeks away. I did my best 
to be considerate and fair, and the crew responded very 
favorably. The day before we were scheduled to weigh 
anchor from San Diego, the biggest problem of my entire 
career presented itself in the person of a fresh ensign report-
ing for his first cruise. His name was Ensign Greeley, and 
he was to be our operations and public relations officer. Im-
mediately I saw trouble. He was haughty, proud, excessively 
domineering, and far too critical of anyone without a com-
mission. In many respects he reminded me of what I was 
like when I began my career, except for his appearance. He 
was short and thin, and really rather homely. He made up 
for his lack of physical dominance by riding his men to the 
point where once in a while one would break and tell him 
what he thought of him. It was an extremely difficult situ-
ation for me to handle. I talked to Mr. Greeley, trying to im-
press upon him the importance of getting subordinates to 
respect authority, as opposed to merely fearing it. I was im-
pressed with his apparent sincerity in promising to try, but 
disappointed when I saw that the situation was getting worse 
instead of better. 
I discussed the matter with Lieutenant Commander 
Baines, my executive officer, and asked him to handle things 
for a couple of days while I planned our itinerary. The re-
ports I received from him about Ensign Greeley were no 
different, and, in fact they were a little bit worse. 
Mr. Greeley's main target was a seaman first-class named 
Lane. Lane's a tall, burly man from Tennessee, and does a 
very commendable job. In fact, he's the top seaman aboard, 
though he just barely made it through his enlistment exams 
for lack of any kind of formal schooling. Since his entry into 
the Navy nine years ago, Lane has improved his knowledge 
of the service and his fellow man to an amazing level. He is 
undoubtedly the best all-around enlisted man in the opera-
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tions department, but as soon as his origin became known to 
Mr. Greeley, he was blacklisted. This is just about what 
happened every morning at muster: 
"Lane!" 
"Yes, sir/' the husky voice would bark. 
"Well, speak up immediately next time, dammit. That's 
the trouble with Tennessee hicks. They don't know 
schmotz." His words would bite, dig in, and kick a while 
before passing on. It was an abuse that Lane had absolutely 
no defense against. 
I believe I found out the reason for this antagonism in 
a rare conversation with the ensign over a cup of coffee. He 
had had a rough time of it getting through Annapolis under 
a platoon commander from Tennessee. He told me he was 
always the scapegoat for anything amiss. Still, I saw no 
reason for his continual verbal abuses of Lane. He always 
gave him the dirtiest jobs to do before liberty calls, so that 
he'd have to clean up all over again before going ashore. 
And on and on. The split widened. 
Most of the chiefs and almost one hundred percent of the 
white-hats sympathized with Lane. In fact, many could 
identify themselves with him, as they fell under the heel 
from time to time, but not to such a ridiculous degree. But 
Ensign Greeley held the aces, and all the legalities were 
stacked in his favor. 
The situation continued to grow worse as we completed 
our circuit of the Western Pacific. Greeley would come back 
from liberty completely drunk and order Lane and his 
friends out of the rack to do all sorts of ridiculous and 
humiliating jobs until I or Baines could intervene. I tried 
everything: I called him in and talked to him at first, then 
I talked at him; I restricted his liberty; I gave him shore 
patrol duty; I wrote a letter to headquarters about the situ-
ation. In short, I thought I tried everything that could pos-
sibly be tried, but he just seemed to rebel more. I failed, but 
could not think of what else to do. I should have, I know. 
As for Lane, I couldn't find any faults in anything he 
had done. He must have hated the ensign, but he retained 
all the military duties and courtesies demanded of his posi-
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tion. I, for one, do not think I could've done it. I think Mr. 
Greeley was purposely baiting Lane so he'd have something 
concrete on him if he tried to fight back, but Lane's self-
control was amazing. It only served to make the young 
officer even more disconcerted. 
By the time we started on the homeward trek, Mr. Gree-
ley found himself ostracized by everyone. Even his fellow 
officers avoided contact with him except for official duties. 
He had gone too far, bu t I suppose he felt he was in too 
deep to go back. At any rate, he'd be the last ever to admit 
he was in the wrong. I began to fear what might happen 
once we arrived back in San Diego, so I mentioned it to Mr. 
Greeley in a last-ditch effort to induce some improvement. 
Needless to say, nothing changed except the constant down-
ward trend in morale. T h e operations department was in a 
shambles, and the other departments felt the effects, too. 
When we were about half-way across I was relieved to 
receive a message from Dago concerning Greeley. He was to 
be transferred to a temporary holding point, the recruit 
depot, unti l a permanent re-assignment could be made. 
When I got the message, I went up to the bridge to show it to 
the XO, and from there witnessed a serious incident involv-
ing Mr. Greeley. He had had part of the main deck re-
painted, bu t had neglected to post warning signs. A 
machinist's mate, Meeker, came up from below for a break. 
He slipped on the wet paint and ended up sprawled out on 
the deck. Greeley saw it happen. "What the hell do you think 
you're trying to prove, you. . . you jackass!?" He was scream-
ing at the top of his lungs, and his face was purple with 
anger. Then , before Meeker could do or say anything, Gree-
ley hit him across the mouth so hard that the crack carried 
half-way down the length of the ship. Meeker looked stun-
ned, and turned to leave, running into Lane who was stand-
ing behind him all the while. Lane just stood and stared at 
the ensign—no threatening look, no shaken expression, just a 
cold stare. T h e n he, too, turned away and helped Meeker 
below. 
I immediately jumped all over Mr. Greeley with the most 
violent verbal barrage I've ever managed. I was possessed 
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with rage, and gave him both of the watches for that night. 
I was incapable of thinking very rationally at that time, so 
I told him I'd deal with him in the morning. He didn't even 
seem to care. 
That night I slept (reclined) in the sea cabin (on the 
Rowan it's just aft of the bridge). I lay awake long past one, 
thinking of what I could possibly do or say to bring Greeley 
around. I heard the shuffles of feet outside the cabin just as 
I was finally dozing, but I didn't pay any attention to it. 
An hour or so later I woke to the violent shaking of the 
XO. His face was white, and he was visibly alarmed. Ensign 
Greeley was missing! I ordered emergency stop and called 
all hands to the search, but he wasn't aboard. I had all the 
rafts and lifeboats checked, but they were all accounted for. 
The obvious hit like lightning: Ensign Greeley would never 
be found. 
I'm sure you can understand, Captain, how my mind is 
reeling at this moment, and this incident has been over for 
a week. Our antennae are hot from the correspondence; the 
crew is completely demoralized at the turn of events and my 
preliminary investigation, and I have to prepare a report yet, 
God knows how. I can't convince myself that I'm not at least 
partially guilty of negligence. There must have been some-
thing I could've done to prevent this, but I still haven't the 
faintest idea what it would be. Perhaps a word or two from 
you would help me through this confusion. I'd appreciate 
anything you have to say on this matter. 
Sincerely yours, 
Stansfield Turner, CDR, USN 
Commanding Officer 
USS Rowan, DD 782 
Commander Turner let the pen drop to the desk and ran 
his fingers through his hair. He stood, and went to the port-
hole again. The eternal sea hid its burden of grief and crime. 
Nothing was different. 
